And the picketed ponies, shag and wild,
Strained at their ropes as the feed was piled,
And the bubbling camels beside the load
Sprawled for a furlong adown the road;
And the tribesmen bellowed to hasten the food;
And the camp-fires twinkled by Fort Jurnrood;
And there fled on the wings of the gathering dusk
A savour of camels and carpets and musk,
A murmur of voices, a reek of smoke,
To tell us the trade of the Khyber woke.

From one hundred thousand to two hundred
thousand tribesmen pass back and forth each
year. See them as they go ! With their hairy
Bactrian camels, their asses and their bullocks,
they shuffle along the Golden Road to Samarkand,

Once we followed one of those camel caravans
(kafilas.) as they are called) all the forty-odd miles
from the serai at Peshawar to the borders of
Afghanistan. There must have been ten thou-
sand nomads on, the march that day, and along
with them trekked thousands of camels and fully
ten thousand donkeys, bullocks, and sheep. By
the time the little Afghan maiden at the end of
the caravan and her brother Gul Must were
leaving the serai at Peshawar, the head of the
kafila had already marched seven miles across
the plain toward Jamrud. That was in the
freshness of the morning. In the heat of the
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